t  \ 


I  / 

ivirie  (Si 


/ 


TO 


oreigri  \[  issienary  J^ervice. 


91 


a  i 

l  :  }  d 

ms  s 

/■  &■' 

{ 

■A  "  ,  / 


W  f  f  »  ,(  , 

Salei^i  ^r/i)Stro95^i  /'.•toil 


l  ) 


jy  f 

i  1 

\  , 


» VT)  5 


* 


\ 


Digitized  by  the  Internet  Archive 
in  2019  with  funding  from 
Columbia  University  Libraries 


https://archive.org/details/divinecalltoforeOOarms 


U/or^s  of  Saleiji  prmstroi^-JHopHiQS,  (TV  D. 


Motto  and  Resolutions  ef  A  Little  Girl. 

A  Divine  Call  to  Foreign  Missionary  Service. 

Seven  Thoughts  in  Seven  Garbs. 

Record  of  Daily  Work. 

Extra-uterine  Foetation. 

Fruit  of  Suffering. 

Pork  and  Mustard. 

Heart  Echoes  from  the  Silence  of  Secret  Prayer. 

Within  the  Purdah. 

Heroes  and  Heroines  of  Zion. 

In  the  Zenana  Homes  of  Indian  Princes. 

Record  of  Daily  Work  and  Diary.  (In  its  revised,  altered 
and  enlarged  form.) 

Prayer  Inspired  by  Promise. 

Khetwadi  Castle  :  Sequel  to  “Pork  and  Mustard”, 

In  Secret. 

My  Esther. 

Living  Out  Loud:  Sequel  to  “Khetwadi  Castle”. 


lYine 


TO 


y^oreiga  Y  issionary  ^Q^ervice. 


BY 


Salerji  /^r/Ti5troij?. 


First  Edition,  1875. 


Second  Edition,  1902. 


COPYRIGHT,  1896  AND  1902, 

BY 

SALENI  ARMSTRONG-HOPKINS,  M.  D, 


Life  maxim 


Be  true  and  be  pure, 

Cabor  and  love  alway? 

$o  shalt  tbou  be  areat, 

And  achieve  all  real  good: 

Since 

Goodness  is  areatness, 

Goodness  is  the  areatest  areatness, 
Goodness  is  the  areatest  aood. 


^T)edi  cation. 


This  little  booklet  is  affectionately  dedicated 
to  Mrs.  Angie  F.  Newman,  the  dearly  beloved 
mother-friend,  at  whose  importunate  solicitation 
the  experience  herein  recorded  was  first  commit¬ 
ted  to  writing.  This  was  done  sometime  during 
the  early  winter  of  1875;  soon  after  which,  with¬ 
out  the  author’s  knowledge  or  consent,  the  little 
history  was  published  in  pamphlet  form,  bearing 
the  title,  ‘‘A  Life  Sketch  of  Lena  Armstrong”; 
and  was  then  quite  widely  circulated  among  the 
members  of  the  Woman’s  Foreign  Missionary  So¬ 
ciety  of  the  Methodist  Episcopal  Church. 


(Preface. 


“A  Divine  Call  to  Foreign  Missionary  Service”, 
as  recorded  in  the  following  pages,  was  first 
publicly  related  to  the  members  of  the  Woman’s 
Foreign  Missionary  Society  of  the  Methodist 
Episcopal  Church,  on  the  occasion  of  their  Annual 
Meeting,  held  at  Lincoln,  Nebraska,  in  the  autumn 
of  1877.  Since  that  time  the  author  has  served, 
for  a  period  of  seven  years,  as  a  medical  mission¬ 
ary,  in  India. 


“I  have  seen,  I  have  seen,  the  affliction  of  my 
people  which  are  in  Egypt.  I  have  heard  their 
groaning,  and  have  come  down  to  deliver  them. 
And  now  come,  I  will  send  thee  into  Egypt.” 
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Friends : — 

Permit  me  to  call  you  ‘‘Friends”,  and  to  think  of  each  of 
you  as  a  dear,  Christian  friend,  who  can  understand  all  the 
soul’s  wrestlings  with  God  and  strivings  against  sin  ;  for  it  is 
to  such  only  that  I  can  willingly  confide  that  which  is  to  me  at 
once  the  most  painful  and  the  most  sacred  experience  of  my 
heart. 

Wherever  I  go,  as  soon  as  it  is  understood  that  I  am  pre¬ 
paring  for  foreign  missionary  work,  I  am  asked  many  questions, 
questions  which  it  is  impossible  to  answer  without  a  long  and 
painful  explanation ;  so  painful,  indeed,  that  it  is  only  when  im¬ 
pelled  by  a  sense  of  duty  that  I  undertake  to  give  it. 

People  seem  to  wonder  so  much  how  it  all  came  about ; 
whether  I  just  chose  my  work,  as  others  choose  a  profession  ; 
whether  I  cannot  find  work  enough  to  do  at  home  ;  whether  I 
have  not  a  school-girl’s  romantic  idea  in  connection  with  this 
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work ;  whether  strong  influences  have  not  been  brought  to  bear 
upon  me,  to  lead  me  to  this  decision ;  whether  I  expect  ever  to 
return  ;  whether  I  have  any  loved  ones  to  leave,  any  ties  to 
sever;  whether  my  friends  consent  to  the  plan.  I  will  try  to 
tell  you  about  it. 

I  have  been  a  Christian  all  my  life.  There  never  was  a 
time,  since  I  can  remember,  when  I  did  not  love  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ  or  when  I  did  not  pray.  I  believe  my  mother  taught 
me  to  love  Him  as  soon  as  she  could  convey  ideas  to  my  infant 
mind ;  I  know  she  taught  me  to  pray  as  soon  as  my  lips  could 
pronounce  the  words. 

I  could  not  have  been  more  than  five  years  old  when  my 
brother,  two  years  my  senior,  who  was  just  recovering  from  a 
severe  illness  during  which  my  father  had  despaired  of  his  life, 
came  to  me  with  a  very  serious  face,  and  said  he  knew  all  the 
time  he  would  not  die  because  mother  had  told  him  that  in  his 
infancy  she  had  given  him  to  the  Lord  for  the  ministry.  This 
made  a  deep  impression  on  me,  so  much  so  that,  going  to  my 
room,  I  prayed  earnestly  and  with  many  tears  that,  although 
mother  had  not  given  me  to  God  for  any  special  work,  yet  He 
would  use  me  ;  and,  if  there  was  nothing  I  could  do  for  Him, 
that  He  would  take  me  out  of  the  world.  Ever  afterward  this 
was  the  burden  of  my  prayer. 

About  a  year  later  my  elder  sister,  Jennie,  called  my 
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brother  John  and  myself  to  her  room  and  proposed  organizing  a 
prayer  meeting,  which  should  occur  every  Sabbath  afternoon. 
Such  a  meeting  having  been  decided  upon,  my  sister  said  that 
we  were  to  pray  extemporaneously,  and  explained  that  word  as 
meaning,  to  ask  God  for  the  things  we  wanted  just  as  we  would 
ask  mother.  My  sister  and  brother  John  then  prayed,  and  we 
sang ;  but  when  my  turn  came  to  pray  I  could  think  of  but  one 
thing  that  I  wanted  of  the  Lord,  so  I  asked  for  that — to  be  saved 
from  distressing  dreams.  That  was  my  first  public,  extempor¬ 
aneous  effort. 

These  meetings  were  continued  for  nearly  two  years,  and 
came  to  be  a  source  of  great  strength  to  me.  At  the  expiration 
of  that  time,  however,  we  all  suffered  from  a  severe  attack  of 
diphtheria,  and  my  sister  died.  I  was  not  able  to  see  her  during 
the  last  hours  of  her  sickness,  but  father  told  me  that  one  of  the 
last  things  she  said  was:  “Tell  John  and  Lena  not  to  give  up 
the  prayer  meetings. ” 

During  the  long  season  of  convalescence  which  followed,  I 
kept  thinking  about  my  sister’s  last  request;  and,  as  soon  as  I 
was  fully  recovered,  I  spoke  to  John  about  it;  but  he  said  he 
did  not  think  we  could  have  the  meeting  without  Jennie.  It  did 
not  seem  any  more  possible  to  me,  but  still  I  felt  that  we  must 
have  it;  so  I  went  to  my  brother  the  second  and  third  time, 
with  the  same  result.  At  length  he  said  :  “Now  Lena,  I  can’t  lead 
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that  meeting,  but  if  you  can  lead  it,  we  will  have  it.”  I  did  not 
think  I  could,  so  I  went  away  again.  Finally,  however,  one 
Sabbath  afternoon,  having  put  my  room  in  order,  I  invited  my 
little  intimate  friend,  Mary  Lang,  and  my  brother,  and  we  had 
our  prayer  meeting.  There  was  no  leading  necessary  except  to 
begin  ;  but  it  sometimes  requires  courage  even  to  begin  a  very 
little  thing. 

Soon  we  began  to  invite  other  friends,  and  they  invited 
their  brothers  and  sisters  and  friends,  until  we  had  to  move 
from  my  small  room  to  mother’s  large  room  ;  and  I  brought  the 
chairs  from  all  parts  of  the  house,  and  arranged  them  like  pews. 
What  pleasure  that  arranging  afforded  me  ! 

The  mothers  sometimes  came  in  and  took  back  seats  ;  and 
near  the  close  of  the  meeting  would  give  us  a  word  of  encour¬ 
agement.  We  were  none  of  us  at  that  time  so  far  advanced  in 
scholarship  as  to  be  able  to  read  the  Bible ;  but  we  sang  and 
prayed  and  related  our  “Christian  experience” ;  which  invaribly 
proved  to  be  a  confession  of  wrong  things  done,  with  an  ex¬ 
pressed  determination  to  do  better  in  the  future. 

Soon  the  members  oi  our  little  meeting  began  to  connect 
themselves  with  the  churches  to  which  their  parents  belonged. 
Mary  Lang,  at  eight  years  of  age,  was  immersed  and  joined  the 
Baptist  church  ;  others  united  with  the  Congregational  and  Pres¬ 
byterian  churches.  John  and  I  became  members  of  the  Meth- 
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odist  Episcopal  church;  and,  as  far  as  I  can  learn,  all  the  mem¬ 
bers  of  that  prayer  meeting  are  to-day  earnest  Christian  men 
and  women,  and  my  brother  is  preaching  the  Gospel. 

I  have  related  this  early  experience  that  you  may  the 
better  understand  a  later  one.  Up  to  my  fifteenth  year  I  en¬ 
joyed  much  of  the  presence  of  God,  and  the  desire  to  serve  Him 
grew  upon  me. 

Having  read  Wesley’s  sermons,  Wesley’s  “Plain  Account 
of  Christian  Perfection”,  and  other  works  of  like  character,  I 
now  gave  myself  almost  entirely  to  secret  prayer  and  the  study 
of  the  Bible,  to  the  end  that  I  might  experience  this  deeper  work 
of  grace.  Rising  at  four  o’clock  in  the  morning,  I  began  sys¬ 
tematically  by  reading  a  sermon  or  a  chapter  upon  the  subject 
of  Christian  Perfection,  followed  by  a  certain  number  of  hymns 
from  our  Methodist  collection ;  this  latter,  to  put  my  mind  in 
frame  for  Bible  study  ;  then,  upon  my  knees,  I  studied  the  holy 
Book,  after  which  I  prayed ;  first  for  all  immediate  subjects  of 
prayer,  and  then  for  myself. 

From  time  to  time,  as  I  grew  more  earnest,  I  increased  the 
number  of  chapters  to  be  read,  and  the  length  of  time  devoted 
to  prayer,  until  I  spent  three  hours  each  day  in  my  devotions. 

It  is  always  difficult  to  understand  those  things  which  con¬ 
cern  one’s  own  inner  life  or  heart  experience,  much  more  an¬ 
other’s.  Therefore  hear  me  patiently. 
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Previous  to  seeking  this  greater  blessing,  I  had  acquired  an 
inordinate  love  for  books  and  a  great  desire  for  an  education. 
School  privleges  were  denied  me,  for  reasons  which  I  shall  not 
give,  and  I  pursued  my  studies  under  protest,  principally  at  night 
with  locked  door  and  drawn  curtain,  alone  and  unaided.  My 
desire  for  educational  advantages  was  almost  a  mania.  It  was  so 
intense  that  I  would  have  purchased  such  privileges  by  the  sacri¬ 
fice  of  one  of  my  eyes  or  arms,  if  I  could  have  done  so  ;  and  I 
determined  to  give  my  life  to  educational  pursuits. 

To  be  sure,  I  intended  to  use  all  my  influence  for  God  ;  and 
I  fancied  it  would  be  great,  and  that  I  should  lead  many  souls  to 
Christ.  I  knew  of  no  broader  field  of  usefulness  than  the  one  I 
had  chosen.  This,  however,  was  not  God’s  plan. 

In  praying  for  others  I  experienced  great  liberty,  but  when 
I  endeavored  to  place  my  all  upon  the  Altar,  and  asked  for  the 
fire  to  descend  upon  it,  I  felt  that  this  plan  of  mine  hindered. 
At  first  I  regarded  this  as  a  temptation  from  the  evil  one,  and 
prayed  to  be  delivered  from  it ;  but  the  more  I  prayed  the  more 
deeply  was  I  impressed  that  my  plans  were  not  in  accordance 
with  God’s  will,  and  must  be  relinquished. 

Searching  out  all  those  passages  in  the  Bible  which  encour¬ 
age  us  to  “seek  after  knowledge  and  wisdom”,  and  to 
“search  for  it  as  for  hid  treasure”,  I  read  them  over  to  the  Lord, 
whenever  occasion  required,  as  a  justification  of  my  course,  but 
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all  to  no  purpose;  I  could  not  silence  that  “still,  small  voice”, 
nor  yet  close  my  ears  to  it.  Then,  for  the  first  time  in  my  life, 
I  began  to  rebel,  and  soon  became  very  unhappy.  I  thought  it 
unreasonable  for  God  to  dictate  to  me  in  such  a  matter ;  espec¬ 
ially  since  the  calling  I  had  chosen  was  a  noble  one,  and  since 
I  was  willing  to  serve  God  in  it. 

At  length,  however,  by  slow  degrees,  I  came  to  understand 
that  God  required  me  to  relinquish  my  plan,  not  because  there 
was  any  evil  in  it  of  itself,  nor  yet  in  my  cherishing  it,  but  be¬ 
cause  He  had  other  and  different  work  for  me  to  do.  Still  later, 
in  the  course  of  the  months  and  years,  as  I  wrestled  with  God, 
I  came  to  know  in  the  same  gradual  manner,  I  cannot  tell  how, 
that  the  thing  to  which  God  called  me  was  foreign  missionary 
work.  It  seems  still  stranger  that  this  thought  should  have  been 
conveyed  to  my  mind,  when  you  know  that  at  this  time  I  was 
not  informed  in  regard  to  that  branch  of  church  work.  I  had 
never  heard  a  missionary  sermon,  or  lecture,  or  address.  I  did 
not  know  that  there  was  such  an  organization  in  the  world  as 
the  Woman’s  Foreign  Missionary  Society.  I  was  not  aware 
that  women  were  ever  sent  as  missionaries.  This  ignorance  on 
my  part  can  only  be  explained  in  one  way — God  purposely 
kept  all  missionary  intelligence  from  me,  in  order  that  I  might 
have  this  additional  proof  of  the  Divine  in  my  call. 

When,  at  last,  I  became  convinced  of  the  truth,  I  was 


wretched  beyond  expression  ;  seldom  leaving  home  except  to 
attend  the  means  of  grace.  My  friends  resorted  to  every  ex¬ 
pedient  to  “cheer  me  up” — invited  young  ladies  of  my  own  age 
to  our  house  to  spend  a  week  or  a  month,  but  their  coming  was 
always  very  distasteful  to  me. 

The  very  gaiety  and  buoyancy  of  the  young  people  seemed 
to  mock  me ;  the  only  society  I  could  tolerate  was  that  of 
elderly  people.  Twice  I  was  sent  to  Canada  for  my  health. 
There  was  no  disease  upon  me,  but  my  father,  who  is  a  physi¬ 
cian,  declared  that  some  mental  trouble  had  so  affected  my 
body  that  unless  I  could  be  aroused  from  the  depression  it  would 
kill  me. 

During  my  last  visit  to  Canada,  while  at  the  home  of  a 
cousin,  some  complimentary  remarks  were  passed  in  reference 
to  my  piety,  which  pained  me  exceedingly.  I  had  always  re¬ 
garded  hypocrisy  as  one  of  the  most  detestable  things  in  the 
world  ;  and  now  it  appeared  to  me  that  I  had  really  been  acting 
the  part  ol  a  hypocrite,  though  unintentionally  and  unconscious¬ 
ly,  inasmuch  as  I  had  lived  so  circumspectly  before  the  world, 
while  at  heart  I  was  rebelling  against  God  ;  and  I  felt  that  I  must 
now  undeceive  my  friends  by  revealing  my  true  character ; 
otherwise  I  should  indeed  be  a  hyprocrite. 

Up  to  this  time  I  had  not  confided  to  a  single  individual 
the  sorrow  of  my  soul.  The  fact  I  could  not  conceal,  but  each 
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of  my  friends  entertained  personal  views  in  regard  to  its  cause. 
Upon  the  occasion  above  referred  to,  I  assured  my  friends  that 
I  was  really  far  from  being  as  good  as  they  supposed ;  and, 
confessing  this  to  be  the  cause  of  all  my  trouble,  I  explained 
that  I  was  rebelling  against  God,  not  being  willing  to  perform 
that  which  He  required. 

My  cousin,  a  very  good  woman,  was  surprised  at  this  and 
said,  “It  is  dangerous  to  resist  God.”  I  replied,  with  an  em¬ 
phasis  which  I  cannot  now  express  in  words,  because  it  was  a 
soul’s  three  years  anguish  finding  its  first  outlet “If  God  re¬ 
quires  this  of  me,  it  is  unreasonable  and  I  never  will  submit !” 
The  terrible  words  had  scarcely  passed  my  lips,  when  I  exper¬ 
ienced  an  indescribable  sensation  in  my  head.  In  an  instant  the 
thought  flashed  upon  me  that  reason  was  being  dethroned  and 
would  never  in  life  resume  sway,  and  that  if  death  came  my 
soul  was  lost. 

Oh,  how  quickly  God  can  conquer  us  !  Filled  with  terror 
unutterable,  in  that  last  moment  of  consciousness,  I  promised 
God  that  if  He  would  spare  my  reason  I  would  do  whatsoever 
He  required.  In  answer  to  my  prayer,  the  blessed  Lord  pro¬ 
nounced  the  restoring  word,  and  my  staggering  mind  regained 
her  equilibrium.  But  a  week  of  intense  nervous  reaction  fol¬ 
lowed,  during  which  time  I  did  not  sleep. 

As  rebellious  as  ever,  but  fearing  longer  to  refuse  to  do 
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what  I  felt  to  be  my  duty ;  longing  to  enter  upon  the  work 
which  I  had  chosen  for  myself,  and  dreading  the  time  when  I 
should  be  compelled  to  undertake  that  whereunto  God  had 
called  me,  I  hastened  home,  no  better  in  health  but  rather  worse. 

The  first  Sabbath  after  mv  return  I  did  not  attend  the 
church  services,  a  most  extraordinary  thing  for  me ;  but  I  felt 
so  desperate  that  it  seemed  I  should  go  wild  if  my  hands  were 
not  employed.  Going  to  a  chamber  where  I  should  not  be  ob¬ 
served,  I  commenced  some  house  cleaning  which  was  to  have 
been  done  on  the  following  day ;  and  was  thus  employed  until 
mother  returned  from  church  and  found  me  there.  Too  much 
surprised  for  even  a  word  of  reproof,  she  led  me  down  stairs, 
and  she  and  father  prevailed  upon  me  to  go  with  my  brother, 
who  was  just  entering  the  ministry,  to  a  country  church  seven 
miles  away,  where  he  was  to  fill  an  appointment  for  my  father. 

It  was  a  wonderful  sermon  that  my  brother  preached  that 
night ;  the  Lord  had  prepared  it  for  me,  I  am  sure.  He  spoke 
of  the  peace  of  the  Christian,  that  blessed  peace  and  rest  which 
only  God’s  children  know,  which  the  Lord  has  promised  to  give 
“not  as  the  world  giveth”.  I  had  experienced  that  peace  in 
earlier  years.  The  thought  of  that  rest,  and  peace,  and  sweet 
communion  surged  back  upon  my  memory  in  such  overwhelming 
contrast  with  the  past  three,  dark,  troubled  years,  that  I  could 
bear  the  burden  no  longer;  and  I  resolved  to  go  to  my  room 
and  never  to  leave  it  until  peace  returned. 
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In  my  room  with  the  door  locked  I  told  God  all  my  woe, 
as  if  He  had  not  known  it ;  and  then,  as  I  had  done  so  many, 
many  times  before  during  those  three  years,  I  once  more  offered 
myself  upon  the  Altar ;  besought  Him  to  accept  the  gift,  and  re¬ 
turn  me  answer  of  peace;  and  then,  when  that  last  condition 
which  invariably  came  at  such  a  time  was  again  presented, 
“Will  you  relinquish  your  own  plans,  and  go  on  a  foreign  mis¬ 
sion,  and  there  spend  your  life  in  my  service?”  from  the  very 
depth  of  my  misery  I  cried  : — “Yea,  Lord,  I  will  go  to  the 
very  ends  of  the  earth  if  Thou  requirest  it !”  That  moment  I 
had  peace.  Oh,  such  blessed  peace  and  rest,  after  the  long  un¬ 
rest  !  The  very  room  seemed  lighted  up  with  the  presence  of 
God,  and  I  felt  constrained  to  hold  my  breath  lest  the  spell 
should  be  broken.  Many  nights  I  had  spent  in  agonizing 
prayer,  but  this  glad  night  I  spent  in  rest,  wakeful  rest,  and 
thanksgiving. 

The  following  morning  when  my  father  remarked  upon  my 
improved  appearance,  I  sat  down  and  laughed  very  heartily. 
Often  before  my  brothers  would  say — “Now  let’s  make  Lena 
laugh”,  and  I  would  make  an  effort  to  be  pleasant,  but  would  fre¬ 
quently  end  in  weeping.  But  now  from  the  fullness  of  my  heart 
I  laughed,  and  they  all  laughed  with  me,  not  knowing  why  I  had 
been  sad,  or  why  I  now  rejoiced. 

When  friends  called,  father  told  them  how  I  was  improving 
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in  health,  and  said  that,  after  all,  my  trip  to  Canada  had  been  a 
great  benefit  to  me.  I  shrank  very  much  from  making  known 
to  my  friends  the  cause  of  my  trouble;  I  thought  all  the  world 
would  laugh  me  to  scorn.  Soon,  however,  I  resolved  to  tell  my 
mother  and  leave  the  consequences  with  God  Imagine  my  sur¬ 
prise  when  she  said,  with  many  tears,  that  she  was  not  surprised  ; 
she  had  expected  something  of  the  kind,  only  God  could  know 
what  it  would  cost  her  to  part  with  me,  but  she  would  give  me 
gladly  to  that  work.  It  had  been  the  burden  of  her  prayer  ever 
since  I  was  born  that  I  might  be  engaged  in  some  special  word 
for  Christ. 

I  then  told  my  elder  brother,  who  expressed  himself  much 
as  mother  had  done  ;  but  I  feared  to  tell  father.  I  knew  that  if 
it  were  either  of  my  brothers  he  would  bid  him  “God  speed”,  but 
that  it  would  be  difficult  for  him  to  believe  it  to  be  my  duty  to 
go  ;  and  so  it  proved.  He  was  deeply  moved  when  I  told  him  ; 
but  finally  said  that,  having  witnessed  the  struggle  as  he  had,  he 
could  not  doubt  that  it  was  all  God’s  work,  nevertheless  he  did 
not  believe  God  had  called  me  to  foreign  missionary  work,  I 
had  mistaken  the  voice;  God  had  spoken,  but  I  had  not  rightly 
understood  His  words.  We  were  then  contemplating  moving  to 
Nebraska,  and  he  thought  I  might  find  my  work  there,  that 
would  be  foreign  enough  for  me.  Or,  possibly,  it  was  all  a 
mere  trial  of  my  faith  and,  like  Abraham  of  old,  when  the  sac- 
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rifice  was  complete,  the  offering  would  not  be  required.  I  must 
be  willing  to  do  anything,  but  God  would  not  require  more  than 
was  right. 

Now,  all  these  thoughts  had  come  to  my  mind  often,  and  I 
had  argued  them  to  myself,  but  when  they  came  from  father  I 
could  not  regard  them  as  a  temptation.  I  had  such  respect  foi 
his  judgment,  and  such  confidence  in  his  Christian  character; 
so  I  began  to  hope  that  his  predictions  were  correct;  until  I 
found  that  I  was  losing  the  blessed  peace  from  my  heart. 

This  discovery  alarmed  me  and,  going  to  my  closet  again, 
I  promised  God,  that  if  He  would  give  me  to  know  just  His 
will  concerning  me  in  this  matter,  by  an  assurance  so  positive 
that  all  the  influence  of  my  friends,  the  Devil  and  my  own  treach¬ 
erous  heart  combined,  might  never  cause  me  to  doubt  — whatever 
it  might  be,  I  would  never  again  hesitate  to  perform  the  same, 
and  would  ever  after  make  it  a  subject  of  special  thanksgiving. 
Moreover  I  promised  that  I  would  never  take  a  step  knowingly, 
which  would  in  any  wise  hinder  me  in  the  preparation  for  the 
work,  or  in  the  work  itself ;  but  that  I  would  perform  any  ser¬ 
vice,  no  matter  how  distasteful  to  me,  which  would  help  me  on 
in  either  the  preparation  or  the  work  I  then  asked  Him  to 
speak  to  me  through  His  Word;  and  if  it  were  indeed  His  will 
that  I  should  go  as  a  foreign  missionary,  to  cause  me  to  open  to 
some  passage  bearing  directly  upon  foreign  work ;  if  it  were 
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home  work  to  which  He  had  called  me,  that  the  passage  to 
which  I  should  turn  might  refer  to  home  wor  ;  and  if  it  were  a 
mere  trial  of  my  faith,  that  it  might  have  no  reference  to  either. 
I  never  exercised  more  faith  in  prayer  than  I  did  upon  that 
occasion.  I  believed  that  God  would  answer  me  in  this  manner  ; 
and  was  determined  to  abide  by  the  issue,  that  this  whole  diffi¬ 
culty  might  be  forever  settled  between  my  soul  and  God. 

Yet,  you  know,  we  sometimes  have  one  supreme  thought, 
which  we  think  absorbs  us ;  but  afterward  we  can  see  that  there 
were  little  undercurrent  thoughts,  which  we  did  not  acknowledge 
to  ourselves,  but  which  did  exist  in  our  mind.  So  with  me, 
these  were  my  supreme  thoughts;  but  I  now  know  that  I  did  re¬ 
member  at  least  all  the  time  that  there  are  very  few  passages  in 
the  Bible  which  reler  to  foreign  missions ;  there  are  a  few 
more  which  refer  to  home  work,  but  so  many  which  refer  to 
neither ;  so  it  seemed  very  probable,  after  all,  that  I  should  at 
least  escape  that  little  objectionable  word  foreign . 

Turning  the  book  in  my  hands  with  closed  eyes,  so  that  I 
could  not  know  whether  it  were  right  side  up,  I  opened  it;  and, 
having  placed  my  finger  npon  a  passage  so  that  there  might 
be  no  mistaking  the  very  words,  I  read: — “And  now  come,  I 
will  send  thee  into  Egypt”,  my  finger  pointed  to  the  word  Egypt. 
The  whole  verse  read  : — “I  have  seen,  I  have  seen,  the  afflict¬ 
ion  of  my  people  which  are  in  Egypt.  I  have  heard  their 
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groaning,  and  have  come  down  to  deliver  them.  And  now 
come,  I  will  send  thee  into  Egypt.” 

This  was  conclusive,  and  I  accepted  it  as  such.  Never¬ 
theless,  though  determined  to  redeem  my  promise,  I  thought  I 
should  never  be  reconciled  to  going  on  a  foreign  mission.  But 
oh,  my  friends,  I  am  so  happy  to  be  able  to  tell  you  that  I  am 
reconciled.  More,  I  am  anxious,  impatient  to  enter  upon  the 
work. 

It  is  the  greatest  mystery  of  my  life  that  God  should  have 
chosen  me — so  stubborn  and  rebellious.  I  meet  many  ladies  of 
wealth,  culture  and  good  health  who  would  require  no  further 
preparation,  and  who  seem  in  every  respect  better  fitted  for  such 
work  than  I,  who  say  : — “I  would  like  to  be  a  missionary,  I 
think  I  should  enjoy  that  work.”  And  in  my  heart  I  cry  : — Oh 
why  did  not  God  call  you  !  I  can  find  but  one  explanation — 
“God  hath  chosen  the  foolish  things  of  this  world  to  confound 
the  wise;  and  God  hath  chosen  the  weak  things  of  the  world, 
to  confound  the  things  that  are  mighty ;  and  base  things  of  the 
world  and  things  which  are  despised,  hath  God  chosen,  yea, 
and  things  which  are  not  to  bring  nought  things  which  are.” 

The  great  wonder  is  that,  when  at  last  I  did  surrender, 
God  did  not  turn  from  me  in  wrath  saying  : — “Nay  !  nay  !  thou 
art  unworthy.”  But,  glory  be  to  His  holy  name,  He  did  not. 
Now  I  do  not  need  to  refer  to  this  past  experience  to  know  that 
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God  has  called  me  to  foreign  missionary  work.  This  moment 
and  every  day  and  hour  He  calls  me.  I  would  not  dare  take 
one  step  aside  from  the  plain,  rough  path  in  which  He  directs 
me.  Nay,  through  which  He  leads  me.  Nor  am  I  disposed 
to  do  so,  for  I  count  it  a  great  honor  and  joy  to  be  permitted  to 
walk  in  this  way  with  God.  I  have  kept  my  promise.  I  do 
thank  God  every  day  of  my  life  that  I  know  His  will.  I  have 
done  nothing  to  my  knowledge  which  would  hinder,  and  I  have 
consented  to  any  and  all  service  conducive  to  my  preparation. 
I  have  consented  to  relate  this  experience,  and  to  study 
medicine,  at  God’s  word  and  remembering  my  promise. 

Now,  dear  friends,  if  you  ask  whether  I  chose  my  pro¬ 
fession,  I  answer,  no,  God  chose  it  for  me.  If  you  ask  whether 
there  is  not  work  enough  at  home,  I  answer,  yes,  and  there  are 
many  laborers.  To  your  other  questions,  I  reply: — I  never 
have  had  any  romantic  ideas  in  connection  with  foreign  mis¬ 
sions.  No  influences  have  been  brought  to  bear  upon  me  to 
lead  me  to  this  decision,  except  that  of  the  Holy  Ghost.  I  have 
loved  ones  to  leave,  but  I  leave  them  with  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ.  There  were  ties  to  sever,  but  a  Divine  hand  severed 
them.  My  friends  are  all  now  willing  that  I  should  go. 

People  say  I  have  great  courage.  It  is  a  mistake,  I  have 
no  courage.  It  is  God’s  work.  I  move  at  His  word  and  He 
sustains  me.  A.s  I  go  from  place  to  place  and  shrink  from 
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meeting  the  strange  faces,  I  ask  God  to  so  fill  me  with  Himself 
that  I  may  see  and  feel  and  know  no  presence  but  the  Divine 
presence,  and  so  it  is.  I  ask  not  for  life,  or  health,  or  friends, 
or  money,  or  ease,  or  rest,  or  success,  or  any  such  thing. 
My  one  and  only  prayer  for  myself  is  to  be  led  every  moment; 
that  I  may  not  think  my  own  thoughts,  nor  speak  my  own 
words,  nor  perform  my  own  actions ;  but  that  my  life  may  be 
“hid  with  Christ  in  God”. 

Others  say,  “God  bless  you  and  give  you  success”,  and  I 
answer.,  He  does  bless  me,  and  He  does  give  me  success.  I 
have  only  God  to  please,  and  to  please  Him  is  to  succeed  ;  and 
He  teaches  me  how  to  do  it.  He  is  “My  light  and  my  sal¬ 
vation  ;  the  Lord  is  the  strength  of  my  life ;  of  whom  shall 
I  be  afraid?”  “When  the  wicked,  even  my  enemies  and  my 
foes,  came  upon  me  to  eat  up  my  flesh,  they  stumbled  and  fell.” 
“Though  an  host  should  encamp  against  me,  my  heart  shall 
not  fear ;  though  war  should  rise  against  me,  in  this  will  I  be 
confident”. 

I  shall  live  to  do  work  for  God  in  foreign  lands,  and  I  shall 
succeed.  “Yea,  let  God  be  true,  but  every  man  a  liar”. 

I  have  never  designated  any  field  as  my  choice,  and  do 
not  intend  to  do  so.  I  want  to  go  where  the  fewest  number 
are  willing  to  go,  and  where  there  is  the  greatest  need  of 
workers. 
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My  friends,  you  have  my  story  and  my  thanks. 


I  have  given  my  all  to  Jesus, 

And  I’ve  nothing  now  to  do, 

But  to  follow  as  He  leads  me  ; 

To  be  faithful,  leal  and  true. 

Though  the  way  be  dark  and  dreary, 

I  shall  feel  He  knoweth  best, 

So  I’ll  cling  the  closer  to  Him, 

Leaning  on  His  loving  breast. 

Though  the  storm-clouds  thickly  gather 
Over  my  defenceless  head, 

Though,  upon  my  pathway  lonely, 

Not  one  ray  of  light  be  shed  ; 

Save  the  threatening,  glancing  lightening, 
Which  one  moment  flashes  out, 
Through  the  blackness  of  the  heavens, 
With  the  thunder’s  warning  shout ; 
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Yet,  I’ll  stand  amid  the  tempest, 

With  a  calm  and  tranquil  breast, 
Though  the  sky  be  clothed  with  sackcloth, 
And  the  earth  in  ashes  dressed  ; 

For  I  know,  above  the  darkness, 

That  the  sun  is  shining  still, 

And  ere  long  a  beauteous  rainbow 
Will  the  whole  horizon  fill. 


THE  END. 


